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Summary:
Leyley doesn't take it well when Andy rejects her (?)

Work Text:
Click. Glove compartment open. Bright yellow box, cartridges shining like orange batteries.

 

FEDERAL AMERICAN EAGLE

380 AUTO 95 GR. FMJ

 

"Huh," Ashley broke the silence of driving, "I wonder if these fit."

 

He uncharacteristically glanced over transiently, betraying his focus on driving. "Where did you find those?" "In there." Fiddling with the revolver, chamber to the side, shake it, spent cartridges falling into her lap.

 

"Stop, you don't even know if those are right."

 

"Says who?" Sliding a cartridge into place. It seemed to fit... "Since when are you an expert on guns?"

 

"That's neither of us. It could blow up in your face if it's wrong." Could it really? Mulling it over for a moment, sliding the rest into the chambers, staring out the window. They seemed to fit okay. "I trust it. It must be a popular kind."

 

"Then where was his gun?" Andy spoke back up. He always had to shoot things down. She wasn't going to listen. Closing the breech. Click.

 

~*~

 

"Oh, I get it: you fuck her." Put on the spot, embarrassing, cruelly attacking his disjointed-dysfunctional emotional encumbrance-attachment to Ashley. She was listening from up on the landing, peering over the railing, bursting in at the right moment with her theatrics, twisting the knife. And then something unexpected.

 

"And for the record, you bitch, he hasn't," she spoke, brandishing the gun. "But if you want it so badly, that can change." And she pulled Andy (Andrew? Nah, not now.) into an abrupt kiss, provoking shock, blowing his pupils, arms around his torso, not letting go (just like all the other ways). Breaking away, twisting her head back and over towards Mom.

 

"Because I know that deep down, you sicko, you just want him, and you're jealous of your own daughter that I'm more attached to him," she taunted. Andrew was unsure if it was true or if she was just making up whatever would be most painful. She brought her face back to his, shepherding him over to the guest bed, flaunting her control and sway over him. Pulling her top off. Breaking away.

 

Something seemed to snap in him.

 

"Ashley, that's enough. Put it back on. Let's just finish the ritual."

 

Outburst of frustration. "Oh come the fuck on, Andy, it's not like you haven't wanted this for years." Right? Wrong? Melting his mind. It had to cease.

 

"Ashley, no. Get up and let's do the ritual, or I'll start it without you."

Full stop. No negotiation.

He had rejected her, in favor of some sacrifice and petty revenge against their parents.

 

Just like Nina, who had deserved it for coming between Andy and her -- how he always hearkened to her side. Just like that interloping slut Julia. And in that moment, she saw it: he had cast her away.

 

He had broken his promise, his blood oath.

 

She pointed the gun at him.

 

"Andy, get back here now." She spoke, slowly and deliberately, holding the gun towards his head with tremulous fingers, tears in the corners of the eyes.

 

"No." His deadpan response. Rage. Loss. Squeeze. "You'll have to-" Cut off. Bang. Blood and brain tissue shot across the basement, dropping like a puppet with cut strings.

 

He didn't think she would.

 

Well, he thought wrong.

 

Mom was screaming and sobbing from where she was tied up. Another act. "You bitch, he's now dead and it's all your fault. I'll give you something to really cry about." She picked up the cleaver and advanced. Her father started screaming for help. Bang, and he slumped over.

 

Mom tried screaming too, until she ran the cleaver over the trachea and cut it open, holding two fingers inside to open it for air, messily enlarging the cricothyrotomy. She could only make wheezing sounds now. Crocodile tears. Leyley went to work on Mom's face, starting at the jaw, cutting it from the deeper tissue and fascia. She went up and got a sharp knife from the kitchen, for the delicate areas around the mouth, nose, eyes. This was more complicated than she had expected.

 

The face came free from the last bit of tissue at the scalp. Ta-da! Mom's face had become a mask. Now her head just looked like some horrid red mess. "I'll always be more beautiful than you, whore." Holding the flesh in front of her face.

 

She went to the edge of the circle and disrobed. It just felt more appropriate for a satanic ritual. Right: she had to light the candles. Where was the lighter again? Oh right, Andy's pocket. She went over to his corpse, fishing around for it, when she noticed the tent in his pants.

 

Andy had been shot in the head, but that doesn't necessarily guarantee instant death. His basal ganglia were mostly intact, and his blood pressure had spiked with the catecholamine surge from all the ruined neurons spilling open. That would only guarantee one thing: a death erection.

 

Leyley didn't care why. She pulled the hem of his waistband down, taking the cock in her hands, briefly setting mom's face down. The tied-up mess made pathetic wheezing noises.

 

She settled on top of it, guiding her dead brother's cock into her pussy. She held up the mask to her face. "How does it feel now, bitch?!" Speaking to her with Mom's own face.

She clutched the Talisman. "Oh Mister Demon! I have an offering!"

Roar. The world shuddering, light recoiling, eviscerated by an evil from the incomprehensible depths of the Tartarean abyss.

 

"I offer her!"